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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Had fun writing this, enjoy (: 


Fall, 1966 
Bob Dylan po 


I've been here before, | remember this dreaded place. 

| turn to my current boyfriend and give him a look, "Why are we in this town?" 

He rolls his eyes, "Just passing through Bob, don't throw a fit.” 

| cross my arms and mutter, “Better just be passing through... 

| hear him sigh in annoyance, "Come on why don't we stop for a bit. I'll go in and get us some food and you go 
take a bathroom break." 

"Whatever." | shrug and he pulls the car over into a Food Mart. 

| get out of his ‘65 blue Ford Mustang and still with my arms crossed, walk behind Chris into the store and 


look for a bathroom while he walks down the food aisles. 


After taking a quick leak | go to wash my hands, but stop to look at myself in the dirty mirror in front of me. 
"Here | am, back in Mobile..The one place | never wanted to enter again." | mumble to myself. 

Last time | was in this town | was only passing through, but my car broke down and | ended up being stuck. 
Hence why I'd written the song about it earlier this year, while on LSD right in this very town. 

Lots of terrible things happened then, and once | woke up, in a completely different town altogether, | never 
wanted to go back to Mobile again. 

Thankful to be away from the insane people and eerie darkness. 

And now here | am again.. 


Fuck my life. 


It was great to be on a break from touring, and the press had bought my lie about the motorcycle accident. 
Now | was free to go crazy on LSD with Chris and have a good break. But ever since that argument me and 
him got in, after he found me smoking meth again(The one drug he hates), things haven't been so fun. 

Not to mention, | had to let a guy fuck me in order to get the meth. 


Oh well | guess, Chris will get over it. 


| rub the light brown bags under my clear blue eyes and run my fingers through my curly golden brown hair. 
| hadn't cut it once this year and it was a big afro type due by now. 

| put my Ray Ban Wayfarers back on and opened the bathroom door and headed for the entrance. 
Once outside | look around for the car for a second. 

"Where the hell is the car?" | mutter. 

Oh shit, someone stole Chris's car. 

| run back into the store, "Chris! Chris your car is gone!" But | can't even find him. 

| turn to the cashier who's looking at me strangely, and the look he's giving is one of pity. 

"Where the hell..Did you see anything?" | ask him. 

"That guy you were with.." He starts, "Took off in that nice mustang as soon as you entered the bathroom" 
He finishes. 

Then it dawns on me. 

| just stand there, my eyes on the spot where the Mustang was parked. 

That fucking asshole! 

He fucking left me here! 

My mouth falls open 

"You got cash on you, kid? Money?" The cashier's voice breaks my stunned thoughts. 

"No shit, I'm Bob Dylan" | say and glance at him to see that he's finally realized. 

"Shit, you arel" He's grinning and l'm rolling my eyes. 

"Thanks man" | mutter and then leave the store. 

| begin to walk down the street, looking for a pay phone. 


Here we go again 


To Be Continued... 


Chapter Two 


| reach into my pocket for some change and find | have only a couple of bills. | left my bag with my wallet in 
the Mustang. 

| clenched my teeth in anger. 

Chris is dead once | get out of this town and find him. 

If he does anything with my wallet or my money, he's going To jail 

lll make sure of that. 


| charge back into the store asking the stunned cashier if he could loan me some change. 


He hands me two quarters and | thank him with a nod and go back outside to the payphone. 

| pick up the phone, put it to my ear, while also shoving the coins into the machine. 

| dial Albert's house number, biting my lip nervously because we'd gotten into an argument a few weeks back 
before the World Tour was over. 

| almost fired him for money issues but he slapped me and said I'd be nothing without him. 

We haven't talked since. 

"Hello?" His laid back gruff voice says. 

| gulp, "Uh, Albert..lt's Bob." | bite my thumb nail, eyes on the ground. 

He scoffs, "What do you need, Bobby?" His voice is harsh. 

"Chris left me.." | say silently. 

"What?" He snaps, "That guy you've been fucking around with? Didn't | tell you repeatedly Bob that he's a 
fucking jerk?" He sounds annoyed and it's understandable... 

"Yeah, but | never thought he'd just up and-" 

"Bob | don't need to hear about your fuck-buddy drama, okay?!" 

"He left me stranded at a Gas Station, Albert!" | want to cry, but | hold it in 

"God dammit Bob, where?" 

"Mobile... 

He's silent for a moment, then | hear him begin to laugh. 

| frown, "Albert it's not funny" 

"Again?? You're stuck in Mobile again?" 

"Yeah..." 

"How did that happen again?" He's still laughing and it's pissing me off. 

"It just did Albert! Now could you get someone over here with a jet or something so | can get the fuck outta 
here?" | snap. 

"Not today Bob, its everyone's day off" He's trying to hold in his chuckles. 

"So I'm stuck here all right??" | scream. 

"Only tonight, Ill figure something out tomorrow, okay?" 

"Dammit Albert!-" 

"Bob it's your own fault, | tried telling you that Chris would only use you for sex and then fucking leave you, 
but you didn’t listen to me. So ¡Fs your problem. I'll get someone to fly over there tomorrow. But in the 
meantime, you need to find a hotel and stay there until tomorrow, then give me a call at about noon" 


"Okay." | sigh. 

"Okay?" 

"Yeah." | nod, even though he can't see me. 

"Be safe Bob, don't leave the hotel room once you're there." 
That's right protect your money maker.. 

"Okay: 

"Bye now." 

"Bye." 

| slam the phone down and cuss. 


Fucking great. 


To Be Continued... 


Chapter Three 


| walk into the Food Mart for the third (?) time in less than I5 minutes and sigh and lean against the counter. | 
look into the cashiers eyes, my sun glasses in my hands. 

"Know of any good hotels around here? And anyway | could get a ride? | don't see a bus stop anywhere near...” 
"Cheap or..?" He asks. 

| shrug, "I just need to stay somewhere." 

"Do you have enough money with you?" 

| pull out the bills in my pocket, counting them and their worth. 

"$214" Im surprised | have that much on me even though my wallet is gone. 

He nods, impressed, "Well there's Hotel Malbourne." 

"Where's that? Within walking distance?" | ask and he looks up in thought. 

Its downtown, you could walk, but it might take a while, since right now we're on the outskirts." He tells me 
and | frown. 

"| could give you a ride once | get off shift" He offers. 

| nod, "That would help me a great deal, man. Hey can | get a pack of those cigarettes?" | motion behind him, 
biting my lip since | haven't had one in a while. 

"Sure thing, 15 cents." he says. 

| hand him cash as he hands me the cigarettes and tell him to keep the change, since | handed him a $5.00 bill. 
"So uh, in the meantime, you can just hang around here if you want." He shrugs. 

| nod and light up one of the cigarettes, "Sounds fine." 

Well, many people have recognized me while coming in as | walk down the aisles over and over. They've all 
approached me looking star struck and | eventually get fed up and leave to go sit behind the counter next to 
Fred's legs so no one can see me. 

Fred is the cashier, he's pretty cool. He lets me smoke all the cigarettes | want, and when my pack is gone he 
gives me another one for free. 

"You hungry Bob? When did you last eat?" He asks. 

| shrug, "I had a few bites of toast this morning." 

| don't worry Too much about food, | only eat because | have to in order to live. So sometimes | forget to eat. 
Well, | always do. And now that I'm off tour and away from Albert there's no one to remind me. 

When | was with Sara she'd make me eat. She'd even cook for me, even when | told her no. 

Oh well 

"Grab anything you want." He says. 

"Im okay for now, man" | have my sunglasses on and Im smoking a Marlboro. "You smoke weed?" | ask. 

"Nah, why do you?" 

"I've done just about everything. I'm trying to kick a meth habit right now, so I've started smoking pot more." | 
say innocently. 

He nods, "Is that a celebrity thing?" 

"What?" 

"Doing drugs." 

After a moment of thought | shrug and look up at him, "Could be." 


"Well that's interesting, why do you use them?" 

"Touring got very hard, man, very hard. And | needed something to help me to keep going... They help." 
| stop talking as | hear a customer walk in and buy a pack of cigarettes and a box of matches. 
"Fred?" | say once | know the person has left. 

"Yeah?" 

"You've heard me sing right?" 

" have." 

"What do you think of me?" 

| think what you're doing is brilliant." 

| smile and take another drag, "Thank you." 


Once his shift is finally over at Spm, he fulfils his promise to take me to the hotel Malbourne. 

"Thanks man" | wave, with a weak smile, getting out of his ‘55 Chevy Pickup. 

"No problem, Ill have a story to tell" He smiles back. 

| nod, "Me as well. 

| shut the door and give him one more wave before turning my narrowed eyes up at the building before me. 
"God bless me." 

Then | pull open the door and walk inside, making sure my glasses are on. 

"ld like a room." | say and the lady at the counter automatically seems to know who | am. 

| bite my lips in a nervous habit and lick them. 

She seems dumbstruck and | shrug, "Now would be nice." 

"Oh my, I'm sorry. It's just..You're..You're-" | cut her off. 

"Yeah, um, is there anyone else that could help me then..2" 

"No no, | can help. m sorry, um, what kind of room would you like?" She's fidgeting her fingers and | feel 
responsible. 

"One bed, preferably king or queen sized" | begin looking over their selection of magazines, grabbing one then 
tossing her a quarter. 

"Okay, um, let me see what we have." She's looking over a paper. "Yeah, we've got one king sized room left." 
"Fantastic, how much for one night and the morning?" | put the magazine under my arm and reach in my 
pocket for my cash. 

"599" | hand her a ten, getting my cash back. 

She hands me my cash and the key and | nod in thanks. 

"Oh and, don't tell anyone that you saw Bob Dylan okay, that would be nice" | bite my lip, turning back to her. 
She nods eagerly, "Of course." 

| smile briefly, "Thanks." 

| walk up to the room number that's engraved into the key and unlock it swiftly and enter. 

| close the door and lock it. 

"Finally." | whisper, no more outside world. 

But I've got nothing to do except wait for tomorrow. 


To Be Continued.. 


Chapter Four 


| lay on the bed reading this magazine about 3 times, seeing my face about 5 times. 

I've got the radio playing as well and Rainy Day Women comes on twice. 

| laugh at the reminder of how stoned | was during that recording. 

| look out the window, the town is kind of busy, people walking around from store to store or walking their dogs 
and children. 


| light a cigarette and cuss when | realize | only have 5 left. Not enough to last Bob Dylan a whole night and 
afternoon. 
l'Il go out for some more later. 


Or maybe | should go now, before it's dark. 


| shrug and pull out my weed, rolling a joint. | smoke it while standing by the window with it cracked open 
Chris is such a dick, | never should have started dating him. 


Why is Albert always right? 


After I'm good and stoned, | lay back on the bed and just listen to music for a good long while. | don't even 
notice that | fall asleep and wake up at about 8pm. 

| cuss and crave a cigarette. 

| light one up and quickly leave the room to go buy another pack before this one is gone. 

My thin blue blazer can barely keep me warm as | walk to the nearest store | can find. 

Its dark so not too many people notice me, but some people glance or stop to look. 

As l'm about to enter the store | feel someone grab my arm. | nearly jump and jolt around to see it's a tall 
well build strong guy. 

"Can | help you?" My voice is still calm and cool but I'm sincerely freaked out. 

"Wanna come to a party? Lot's a drugs, alcohol and sex." | see the slight grin on his face and | frown 

"lm okay, man" | try pulling my arm away. 

He's not letting me go. 

"Could you let me go?" | say and he chuckles. 

"Yeah." He lets me go and | quickly walk away and go into the store, feeling his eyes on me still 


| fucking knew it would be a bad idea to go out.. 
Albert told me not to leave. 


God l'm such a dumbass. 


| quickly pay for two packs of cigarettes and leave the store in a hast. 
"Hey thin man, you still want to turn down my party offer?" 

| continue walking, ignoring him. But | soon feel him grab my arm again. 
"No, | don't want to go." | snap and he doesn't let me go. 

Instead | feel him harshly tug me into an alleyway and pin me to the wall 
My heart is thumping and I'm trying not to scream. 


"Come on man, let me go." | whisper, then | feel his lips press to my neck. 


I'm quickly reminded of the feeling of Chris doing the same thing, yesterday morning, during our last romp in 
the car. And for a split second forget ¡Fs a stranger. 

"Let me gol" | yell. 

| try to kick or punch or anything, but he's left me no space and my arms are pinned. 

"Holy shit, you're Bob Dylan!" He pulls my glasses off. 

| turn my head away but he grabs it and looks at me as best as he can in the dark. 

"You're so goddamned pretty.’ 

| want to throw up as his lips press to mine. 

"Let me gol" 

"What is Bob Dylan doing all the way in Mobile?" 

"Just let me go, please." Times like these | wish | wasn't so fucking skinny and small. 

Against men like this it was an unfair fight. 

"Oh | will." He reaches into his pocket and pulls something out, pressed it to my lips, "Eat this." 
| shake my head, having an idea on what it was. 

Acid. 

"No, please, | don't need any-" 

He puts it on his tongue and then presses his lips to mine again, slipping the square into my mouth. 
I've done this before, obviously, but only when | feel like it, which isn't too often. 

He pulls away from the kiss and puts a hand over my mouth. 

| don't even bother fighting anymore. 

It melts in my mouth and | want to spit it out but his hand is clamped over my mouth still. 


Once there's no more left in my mouth | bring a hand up and pull his hand away, glaring. 

He smiles, "Come on, what's your favorite drug? I'll get you whatever you wish. | have it all" He wraps and 
arm around my waste and begins walking me out of the alleyway. 

‘| don't do drugs." | lie and he scoffs. 

"Liar. What is it, cocaine, meth?" 

| freeze for a second, "No, | don't do drugs." | say firmly. 

"Meth isn't it? I've got that. Damn boy, you ever eat? You're skinny as a bitch. I'll get you some food too." 
What the hell does that mean? Skinny as a bitch? 

Skinny as a woman? 

"I'm okay, you can let me go now." 

"Nope, you gotta attend this party with me." 

"Why?" | grumble, giving up on trying to get away. 

Might as well, | mean, he isn't going to let me go. 

"Because you'll make great company." 


"But people will know who | am." | argue. 


"So what." 


To Be Continued.. 


Chopter Five 


Next thing | know Im sitting on a big bed, hallucinating big time on this shit he gave me. 

| think earlier in the right | was in a room with a bunch of people, eating ice cream sandwiches and listening to 
a band called Pink Floyd. 

Most of them thought | was just part of their hallucinations. 

"Oh my god dude, look it's Bob Dylan" 

Then after what felt like 5 minutes of just sitting there.(but was actually an hour) | was pulled into this large 
room by the big guy from earlier who had brought me here. 

| just sat there tripping out on the bed while he was in the en suite bathroom, doing something. | wasn't really 
paying any mind. | was too tripped out on the ocean like waving walls. 

| felt sort of scared and very warm. 

"Bobby." My voice sounds sharp and precise, unlike everything else around me. 

My gloomy dazed and bloodshot eyes move over to the area in which my name was voiced from. 

| open my mouth, but it only hangs there, and | say nothing. 

Everything around him is purple, except him and he's walking toward me, with something in his hands. 

| just sit criss cross on the bed, tongue nearly hanging out. 

What he has is a glass of water. 

That's all he went in there for? 

It felt like he was gone for 2 hours. 

| wanted this trip to end and end now. 


It was not fun at alll 


He puts the glass to my pouty lips and | drink some, knowing that water is one thing that's not evil 
The water feels cold as hell and | make him move it away, before | get a brain freeze. 


But moments after | take the drink | realize it was only lukewarm. 


WHAT IS THIS? 


| feel myself being pushed down to lay on the soft sinking bed. 

| smile lightly at how comfortable it is. 

| don't even comprehend as he begins to undress me, while kissing every inch of my pale skin 

"Bob Dylan ever been with a guy?" 

| don't answer because | don't even know what he asked, even though | heard him clearly. 

But no one knows that | enjoy being with men too. Its something that only Albert and Sara knew. Along with 
the guys I'd been with of course. 

| left Sara for Chris, and now he doesn't even give a fuck about me. 

I'd gladly go back to her. But she'd turn me down, more than likely. 

"Hmm baby? You ever felt a cock deep within your body?" His mouth is against my ear and his breath feels 
like fire. 

| twitch and nod, despite my handicapped state. 

The most | can do is nod. 


"Oh yeah? How did it feel?" He asks. 


That's when | feel an odd sensation like something pushing inside of me in an area that it shouldn't. 

It's a finger and | can feel that it's wet. 

The finger nail scraps lightly on my insides and | scream out. 

"Shh, quiet honey." He kisses my lips and | find myself wanting to scream some more as two fingers enter me. 
| finally realize I'm naked and this guy is trying to fuck me. 

| don't move though, but in my mind I'm screaming. 

| look up at the ceiling to see black dots appearing and disappearing and it terrifies me. So | close my eyes and 
feel my body being lifted up a bit. 

My ass is sitting on his lap, but my back is still against the bed My arms are splayed and | feel hands 
roaming all over my exposed flesh and it feels pretty soothing and my mind suddenly tells me to enjoy it. 

| feel the need to open my eyes again, and when | do his face is directly over mine and my eyes go wide. 
"Relax." 

| feel it enter me, and it's a familiar but not so great feeling. 

He's fucking my unresponsive body, and I'm just sitting there, focusing on the pain. 

My eyes are narrowed and my back is arched, although not because l'm in pain anymore. 

Suddenly it begins to feel really good and | find myself crying out and wrapping myself around him. 

His lips are on my throat and my arms are around his neck. 

What feels like a few hours later. | find myself sitting in his lap, complete and total pleasure filling my body as 
his body is giving me sensations | savor. Mine apparently doing the same to his, as he tugs on my hips and 
bites at my neck 

| swear | feel blood trickle down my neck. And it's cold. 

Then suddenly it's over after a huge shock wave of immense pleasure shoots through me lasting about a 
minute in hallucination time. 

| pass out right as ¡Fs over, but wake up IO seconds later to find myself being sat up and redressed by the 
guy. 

"You-you fucked me." | whisper and | hear him chuckle. 

Everything around is still purple, except the polka-dot ceiling. 

"And damn are you a good fuck, baby" His smooth yet deep voice is like Satan talk in my ear and | scream. 
"Damn man, what the hell?" 

| begin to shake and he thinks I'm cold so he puts a blanket over me. 

The scream leaves a raw feeling in my throat and my throat feels like its crawling. 

| rub my throat harshly but he pulls my hand away. 

"You need to pass out, come on" He lays me down and | feel safe again lying on the bed. 

Next thing | know, | am passed out. 


To Be Continued... 


Chapter Six 


When my high-as-a-fucking-kite body finally decides to awake, | am still in this bed, but I'm alone and | faintly 
remember what happened last night. 

Or was it still the same day? 

| can't tell because the room is dark and there's no clock. 

| feel that I'm still slightly high, as | feel the earth swaying when | get up. 

| panic as it takes me longer than | think to find the light switch. 

When | finally do find it, | sigh as the room is suddenly lit up. 

But I'm naked again, and | could of sworn the guy who fucked me put my clothes back on. 


| don't think | want to know what | can't recall... 


The room door is suddenly thrown open and | scream and scramble to cover myself up. 

| run over to the bed and grab the sheet, wrapping it around my body. 

| look over to see who it is and my mouth falls open. 

Chris. 

He's snickering and he looks like he knows something | don't know. 

| hate that. 

| want to scream in anger. 

"Chris! What the fuck are you doing herel?" | march over to him, the sheet still wrapped around my thin 
exhausted body. 

| was wondering the same thing about you." He's still snickering and it pisses me off. 

| reach a hand from under the sheet and slap him across the face. 

| was forced here by some psycho who fed me LSD and fucked mel" | was so angry | could kill him. 

"How did | know I'd find you in a place like this?" He mutters, not even flinching at my harsh slap and mood. 
"Why did you just leave me?!" | scream. 

He smiles at me, "You were being annoying. | was going to come back for ya. See, here | am." He spreads out 
his arms and | grit my teeth. 

"Fuck you Chris, we're over, get the fuck away from me." | turn my back on him. 

"That's not what you said last night." He follows me into the room and | turn back, facing him. 

"What?" | snap. 

"Well, | came in here and found you tripping out on acid, staring at the walls with terrified eyes." He puts a 
hand on my bare back, as | drop the sheet to reach down for my pants. 

| shrug off his hand and pull my pants on. 

He continues, "You reached for me and praised over and over how you were so glad | found you because you 
were so terrified So | held you and you asked me to make love to you, so | did. Then you passed out." He 
finishes. 

| reach for my shirt and then we both turn as someone else walks into the room. 

The guy from last night. 

Ew, he ain't even good-looking. 

Didn't realize last night. 


He's smiling too and its almost like they're the same person, taunting me. Except Chris is actually sexy. 


"How did you find me, Chris?" | ask, glancing at the guy. 

"Well | heard about this party, and | just had a feeling you'd be here. And lo and behold" He smiles. 

| glare. "Well, we're still over," | pull on my long sleeved shirt and then reach for my blazer. "What time is it?" | 
ask and the guy from last night says, 

"3 in the afternoon, you slept pretty hard” 

| gasp, "No..." 

| was supposed to call Albert at 12. 

Fuck my life. 


| sit on the bed and pull at my hair. 

"What's wrong Bob?" Chris says. 

"Get the fuck outta here, both of youl Just leave me the FUCK alone!" | scream, "You're not fucking helping 
me, so get the hell out!" 

| don't hear a noise, except for the door shutting moments later, and when | look up they're both gone. 

"What the hell am | going to do now?" | cry because | know Albert is only sitting there, knowing that I've 
fucked up again and that's why | didn't call. 

Might as well try and call him still. 

But | don't see a phone anywhere. 

| get up from the bed, sick of being in this fucking room. And | don't even know if this room is in a house, or if 
it's a hotel room. 

| open the door and see that it is in fact a house. A fucking LSD house. 

There's people everywhere, tripping out still or passed out on the floor. Trippy posters cover the walls and the 
familiar smell of pot is in the air. 

Chris and the guy who brought me here, are standing there in the middle of it all. | clench my teeth. Angry at 
them both. 

"| need a phone." | snap. 

They look at eachother, then back at me. 

Chris shrugs, "Guess you better find one then, huh?" 

My long fingernails dig painfully into my palms as | clench my fist. 

| never want to see you again" | growl at him and walk past them, looking for a door that leads out of this 
fucking nightmare. 

"You say that now, but watch, you'll be begging for me back again, just like last right." He says flatly. 

"No | fucking won't! | was high, you stupid fuck!" | call and when | find a door that looks like a front door, | 
throw it open and smile. 


| step out and give the door a good slam shut. 


Chapter Seven 


It doesn't take me long to find the hotel I'm staying at and when | do, | ignore the stupid girl at the counter 
from yesterday, who's giving me a nuts look. 

| go up to my room quickly, and slam the door shut. 

| quickly go over to the phone and dial Albert's number. 

| hold the phone to my ear, biting my lip nervously. 

"Hello?" He sounds busy. 

"Albert its Bob." | say, running my long thumb nail on my bottom lip. 

"Ahaha, Bobby, Chris told me everything." 

My heart freezes, "Everything..2" 

"Well, He told me everything important, the reasons on why you didn’t call" 

"| don't care | hate him. Just get someone over here, to get me, okay?" I'm panicking and ¡Fs a horrible feeling. 
"Bob, | can't now. You'll have to wait ‘till tomorrow now." 

"No! Albert come on, do your job! Take care of mel" | shout. 

"Bob, you didn't call on time, now you have to wait another day. Do you have enough money for another 
right?" 

"Yeah, but | just wanna go homel" | say. 

"Calm down Bob, you'll get to come home, just don't leave the room. Didn't | tell you that yesterday? And then 
what happened?" He snapped, like he was my dad or something. Which it felt like he was. 

"| had to get cigarettes." | wine. 

"At what time?" He says. 

"Ht was nighttime..." 

"Well then, go get some while ¡Fs still day time." 

"Okay, okay." | sigh. 

"Why don't you go do that now? And give me a call when you get back. You I'll know you came back this time." 
| blush feeling like a baby, "Okay..." 

"Okay, bye Bob." 

"Bye." 


Thankfully the money is still in my pocket, but | should have at least asked Chris for my clothes back, dammit. 


Then there's a knock on my door. 


| contemplate opening it, after all the crazy shit that's been happening to me, | don't need to see anyone right 
now. 

| groan and walk to the door. 

"Who is it?" | call. 

"Room Service" And it sounds like a woman.. think. 

So | open the door. 

My face falls. 

"Damn it, | said | never wanted To see you again" 


He smiles and lifts up my bag, "Just thought you'd want your stuff back." 


My eyes land on the bag. 
Wasn't | just saying how | wished my shit was back? 
Hm, weird. 


| grab it from him but he's still got a hold on it too. 

"I'm sorry Bob, please, don't leave me." He actually does look serious. 

| narrow my blue eyes and purse my lips, "How about..Fuck no?" | snap, tugging on my bag, but he doesn't let 
up. 

Instead he pushes me into the room and shuts the door. 

"Chris please, | don't want you back After that move you pulled. Hell no." | say and he harshly pulls the bag 
from my hands and tosses it aside. 

He grabs me and pushes me to the wall. 

He grabs my face, his other hand moving down my body and he looks into my eyes. 

"| love you, Bob Dylan" He says then he leans down, putting his face into my neck, kissing it. 

| almost want to give in to the feelings, it would be so easy and nice to, but no. 

"Chris get the hell away from me." 

"Just let me drive you home, I'll drive you home." 

God damn, it would be nice to go home.. 

"Al is getting me home tomorrow. | say and close my eyes and his hand caresses on my lower back, causing 
me to moan. 

"Oh but baby..| could get you home today." His tongue flicks out across my neck and | nearly melt. 

Why do | let him do this? 


We fuck on the bed, me clawing at his back, while he lunges forward against my body. The feeling of him inside 
me is so pleasantly familiar but | feel stupid for giving in so easily. 

| arch up off the bed as | come, screaming out his name. 

He groans at the sight and continues to move inside me, gripping the life out of my thin hips. 

When he finally comes he whispers my name into my ear and | feel it shooting inside me, warm and wet. 

He pulls out and | gasp at the feeling. 

He runs his thumbs along my sharp hipbones and we're both panting. 

| run my fingers through my curly tangled hair. 


"| need to shower" | say. 


To Be Continued. 


Chapter Eight 


Albert laughed at me when | called and said Chris came back and would be giving me a ride, so | hung up on 
him. 

Chris takes my bag down to the Mustang while | go and check out of the hotel. 

"Who's that guy you're with?" The annoying girl at the counter, same girl from yesterday, says. 

"Why do you need to know, hm?" | say rudely and she looks hurt. 

"Have a nice day" | set the key on the counter and turn my back to her. 

Guess | am an asshole like they say. 

| get in the Mustang and Chris gets in next to me. 

"Ready to get the hell out of Mobile?" He says to me. 

| can't help but smile, "I'm fucking ecstatic." 

He chuckles. 

On our way out of mobile, we get caught in traffic and a cop comes up and tells us there's been an accident. 
Then he looks at me and asks for my autograph. 

If he wasn't a cop, | would have ignored him. 

"Sure man" | say, giving a fake smile | take the paper and pen he hands me and sign it. 

Chris turns off the car, since the cop said there would be no movement in the road for hours. 

| cuss, just wanting to get the hell out of Mobile. 

Might as well be patient though, since I'll get out eventually. 

| cross my arms and legs, looking pissed as always. 

I've just got a natural pissed off look on my face. 

"Bob you hungry? When's the last time you ate? Knowing you, | bet you haven't eaten once since you've been 
here." He grills me. 

| shrug, "Just not hungry, that's all. 

"You never are! God, you're going to starve yourself. At least there's a store right there. I'll be back" He 
opens the door and heads over to the store right on the left side of the street. 

| swear to god if we weren't in traffic, l'd fucking leave his ass here and never come back. 

| don't care if it's his fucking car and | get arrested for stealing. 

The cop is coming around again and | smile at him normally, and he's smiling like he's known me for years. 
His dark mustache and large eyebrows remind me of Albert's, except not grey. 

He leans in my window and his face is way too close to mine. 

| want to move away, but | kind of can't.. 

"Where'd your friend go?" He asks, still smiling and | motion to the store. 

"That store." | say. 

"Ohh" 

| nod, playing with my long finger nails. 

| see he's watching me and I'm beginning to get a bit uncomfortable. 

"What brings you to Mobile?" He asks. 

"Oh just, passing through.." | mumble. 

Passing through a small town shouldn't take 2 days... 


"Pretty crazy town huh?" He says. 

| shrug, "Can't tell too much..Haven't been here long enough..." | lie. 

I've been here damn long enough. 

"You look pretty tense kid | think you need some of this" | watch as he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a 
sickly familiar looking little square. 

Oh great, the cop does LSD too. 

‘Oh no sir, I'm okay, thanks." 

"ls on me, no charge. Great stuff right here, come on. Don't be a pussy." He urges me. 

| groan, and take the square. 

"Okay, thanks." | mutter. 

When he doesn't leave, | glance up at him. 

"Go on" He's smiling knowingly. 

Ill save it” | say. 

"Oh come on, go ahead." 

What an annoying motherfucker. 

"That's not a good idea" | say. 

"You'll be stuck in this traffic for hours, you'll need to have some fun" He smiles. 

| roll my eyes and put the acid in the mouth. 

He smiles. 

"See ya later, Bob." He walks off. 

Chris comes back with a bag of food and gets in the car next to me. 

"What did he want now?" He asks. 

"Just forced me to eat acid" | snap angrily. 

Chris bursts out laughing, "Are you joking?" 

"Nope, I'll be tripping out in about an hour." | say, staring pissed out the window. 

"Wow, that's very fucking amusing.” 

"Yeah..." | say. 

Chris pulls out Chinese food and hands me a box. 

| pick at the noodles a bit, until Chris yells at me and tells me to actually eat. 

Ugh, just like Sara.. 

| eat half of box of noodles, along with some sweet and sour chicken then | tell him I'm done. 
"Good enough." He shrugs. 

We just sit there, staring out into the desert of Mobile. 

I'm still being as patient as | possibly can. 

Soon | can feel the LSD beginning to kick in as the black dots from last night begin to reappear. 
| reach to grab Chris's hand, those black dots scaring the living hell out of me. 

| close my eyes. 

"Bobby, what's the matter?" His voice is already distant and wavy. 

"| need to go lay in the back seat and fall asleep. Sleep this high away before it gets too bad." | say, eyes still 
closed. 

"Then go lay down, your blanket is still back there." As he says it | can feel myself falling back in love with 
Chris again. 


| move swiftly to the back and grab the warm fuzzy blanket and cover myself in it. 


| close my eyes and try and force myself to fall asleep. 
That's how much | don't like LSD. 

Especially after last night. 

Thankfully I'm able to fall asleep. 


And for a while, l'm given a break. 


THE END OF PART ONE. 
A/N: Because that's pretty much the end of the song. But | may write a part two. 


